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OLD and NE W 
Enghſh and Scotch 


SONGS 


Song I. The Miſtaken Maid. 
ſultry ſummer's day 


> The brighteſt lady of the May, 
Sei lab Young Chlors, wren 
An? ting in : 


Her fav'rite ſwain by chance came by, 
She had him quickly in her eye, 
Yet when the boy drew nigh, 


N 
Ow 
* 


She let ber iv ry 
And harfd away 
Then gave her fuch a call, 
- Sa — ca 
Dear 
With 
By fo 


goats, ſhear thy ſheep, 
And watch all night thy flocks to keep ; 


| Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd to ſleep 
By me, miſtaken maid. 


Song II. The Raviſh'd Lover. 
J. 


- WJ TER Fanny, blooming fair, 
Firſt met my raviſh'd 12 5 
Caught with mark» <p, air, 
rr felt a ſtrange delight. 
Whilſt eagerly I gad, 
; _ -  Admwing ev'ry part, 
"6 FT ev'ry feature prais' d, 
* heart. 


6% ; 


II. In 


THIS 
3 22 


5 


2 N 8 
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* 


I. In 


eee 
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Tt 114011 i} 

1 121 1 10 5 212235 
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he. 


ls 


King Hznzy the 5th; bis Victory over 
the French at Agencourt. 
Council grave our King did hold, 
With many 2 hed fed knight, 
That he might truly underſtand, 
That France did hold his right. 


Unto the Kiog in France therefore 
Embaſſadors he ſent, 

That he might truly underſtand 
His mind and whole intent. 
His lawful right to yield ; 

Or elſe he ſwore, by dint of ſword, 
To win i in the field, 


The 


His knowledge in the feats of arms, 
As yet is very ſmall z 
To toſs a tennis-ball. | 
A tun of tennis balls therefore, 
In pride and great diſdain 
He ſent unto this royal King, 
To recompence his pain. 
Which anſwer when our King did hear, 
He waxed wroth in heart; 


And ſwore he would ide ſuch balls, 
Should make all France to ſmart. 


Which was both good and ſtrong ; 
And from Southampton is our King 
With all his navy gone: 


In France he landed fafe and found, | 
Both he and all his train; 4 
And to the town of Huſle then 
He marched up amain. 
Which when he had beſieg d the town, 
Again the fenced walls | 
To down the ſtately towers, 
He ſent his Engliſh balls, 


* r = 
- 


* 


Y3 
And many a Frenchman in the field, 
That happy day did die. 


Their horſes tumbled on the ftakes, 
And ſo their lives they loſt ; 

And a Frenchman there was ta'en, 
As pri to their colt. 

Ten thouſand men that day were lain, 
in ns 6 | 

- And eke as many priſuners 
Were forc'd that day to yield. 


Thus had our King a happy day, 


And over France; 


The upper-hand, and victory * 
OF Tl enemies. 


* 
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Song VI. When be holds up his Hand arraign'd 
, Pier bis Life. 

ANTHE the „the joy of her fwain, 

By Tpbis was fov'd, ond lov'd Iphis E 

She liv'd in the youth, and the youth in the fair ; 

S livd * r Id, 


* 


— 


ght 


wa = * 


Song VII. Draw, Cupid, Draw, &c. 


RAW, Cupid, draw, and make fair Sylvia know, 
The mighty pain her ſuff ring ſwain does for her 
und z 


"i 


—— — 


experience ſhe may learn to pity me, 
Whene'er her eyes do tyrannize o'er my captivity ; , 9 
But when in love we jointly move, and tenderly embrace, 
Like angels ſhine, and ſweely join to W 


on'd 


Song; and Ballags. 13 


Song VIII. Some brag of theif Chloris, e. 


O01 E = of their Chloris, and fome of their Phillis; 
their Celias, and bright Amaryllis: 
their miſtreſſes dub, 
E | 
But away with theſe fiftions, and counterfeit folly, * 
There's a thouſand more charms in the name of my Foe. 


Live mans 10 ack —— 

Like manna to each ſhe's a 

She alone by en pms Bs: (on 

And fill wich freſh — — 

Nay, had you a ſurſeit but took of all 

One look from my Dolly a 


Song IX. Fockey's Lamentation. 


OCKEY with 
1 Betwixt the da pond the ty, 


Jockey now is full 
For Jenny ſtole my — away : 
Altho' ſhe promis'd to be true, 
Yet ſhe, alas l has prov d unkind, 
Thats what does make 
For Jenny's fickle as 
And 'tis o'er the hills, and far away, 
- *Tis o'er the hills, and far away, 
"Tis o'er the hills, and far away, 
The wind has blow'd my plad away. 


ockey was a bonny lad, 
l As Cer was born in Scotland fair ; 
But now poor Jockey is run mad, 
For Jenny cauſes his deſpair ; 
Jockey was a piper's ſon, 
And fell in love while he was young ; 


But 


16 


When firſt | fav ay Jeany's fac, 
* Shedid with fike a grace, 
With joy my heart was fill'd : 


But all the tunes that he could play, 
Was, Oer the hills and far away, 
And 'tis, &c. 


But now alas! with ſorrow kill'd. 
Oh! was ſhe but as true as fair, 


"Twou'd put an end may deſpair ; 


But ah, alas! ſhe is 
Which fore does terrify my mind. 


She would be true for ever more : 
But oh! alas! with grief I fay, 

She's ſtole my heart, and run away. 
*T was o'er, &c. 


A Complete Colleftion of | 


Goa 


© —_— *. 


C 


hills, and far away, 


15 > the halls, and far away, 
wind has blow'd my plad away. 
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218 * Songs and Ballads. 


The Recruiting Officer; or the Merry Voluntiers : 


Being an Excellent new Copy of Verſes upon 


raiſing Recruits. To the foregoing Tune. 


ARK! now the drums beat up again, 
H For all true ſoldiers, gentlemen ; 
en let us lift and march, I fay, 
Over the hils, and far away, 
Over the hills, and o'er the main, 
To Flanders, Portugal and Spain ; 


Queen Anne commands, and we'll L 
Over the hills, and far — was 


All gentlemen that have a mind 
To ſerve the Queen that's good and kind, 
Come lift, and enter into pay; 

Then o'er the hills, and far away, 

Over the hills, and o'er the main, 

To Flanders, Portugal and Spain, 


Queen Anne, &c. 


Here's forty ſhilling on the drum, 

For thoſe that voluntiers do come, 

With ſhirts and cloaths, and preſent pay, 
When o'er the hills, and far away, 


Over the hills, &c. 

Hear that, brave boys, and let us po, 

Or elſe we ſhall be preſt, you know; 
. Then liſt, and enter into pay, 

And over the hills, and far away, 


Over the hills, &c. 


A .. 


50 —. 


r . 4 - 


- The 


—  o- 4 4 


ney; 


as 


' 


The 


Since now the French fo low are brought, 


And then we'll fing both night and day, 


A Complete Colleftion of iy? 


The conſtables they fearch about 
n 
Then let's be voluntiers, 1 ſay, 4 
Over the hills, and far away, 

Over the hills, &c. 


And wealth and honour's ta be got, 
Who then behind wou'd ſneaking ſtay, 
When o'er the hills, and far away, 


Over, &c. 


No more from ſound of drum retreat, 
While Marlborough and Galloway beat 


SS VA 


The French and Spani every day, 

When over the hills, and far away, 

Over, &c. 

He that is ford to go and fight, 0 
Will never get true by't; 


While voluntiers ſhall win the day, 
When Oer the hills, and far away, 


Over, &c. 


Lad 


What though our friends our abſence” maurn, 
We all with honour ſhall return: * 
Over the hills, and far away. 
Over, &c. 


The prentice Tom he may refuſe 
To wipe his angry maſter's ſhoes : 
For then he's free to fing and play, 
Over the hills, and far away, 


Over, &c. 


C's: - Over 
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Song XI. Foy to Great CæsAR. 
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Songs and Ballads. 


The fourth Strain. 


Great Charles, like Jehovah, 
Spares thoſe would un-king him; 
And warms with his graces 
The vipers that ting him: 
Till crown'd with juſt anger, 
The rebels he ſeizes ; 
Thus Heaven can thunder 
Whenever it pleaſes. 


Jigs. 
Then to the Duke fill, fill up the glaſs, 
LORE —— ith belov'd of our King: 
ver bleſwd f from above, 
Secur'd by an angel fafe under his wing. 


The fixth Strain. 


Faction and folly, 
And itate-melancholy, 
With Tony in Whigland for ever ſhall dwelt ; 
Let wit, wine, and beauty, 
Then teach us our duty: 
For none Cer can love, or 2 and rebel. 


* . „% — a 


' | 
* . 
E 
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Song XII. The Sixth Sox in the laſt AF of 

f th, ſecond Part of Don . Sung by 
Mr. Freeman and Mrs. Cibber. Set by 
Mr. Parcel. | | 


Mr. FazteMaAN. 
Enius of England, from thy pleaſatt bow'r of bliſs 
Ariſe, and ſpread thy, facred wings ; 
Guard, guard from foes the Britiſh ſtate, 
Thou, on whoſe ſmiles does wait 
Th' uncertain happy fate of Monarchies and King. 


Mrs. CIS BER. 


Then follow brave boys, then follow brave boys to the wars, 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
Follow, follow, follow, brave boys to the. wars, 
Follow, follow, follow brave boys to the wars ; 
The laurel you know's the prize, 
The laurel you know's the prize : 
Who brings home the nobleſt, the nobleſt, 
The nobleſt ſcars, looks fineſt in Celia's eyes; 
Then ſhake off the flothful eaſe, 

Let glory, let glory, let glory inſpire your hearts ; 
Remember a ſoldier in war and in peace, 
Remember a ſoldier in war, in war, nd in peace, 

Is the nobleſt of all other arts: 
Remember a ſoldier in war and in 3 
Remember a ſoldier in war, in war in peace, 
Is the nobleſt of all other arts. 


24 | Songs and Ballads. 


A new Health to Prince Euctne : A Trium- 

ODE upon bis return to Vienna. 

Sung by Mr. Leveridge, in the Play called 
the Country Miſs with ber Furbelow. 


Supt? . 


Tho Carthage proud, when ſt ſnew 
n 
Blind African 


* 


Could ever from his 2 halt or ſtay: 
Tho' watches, diſſ tches, 
And lying there uns. 


Then 


| - a Os AO  . 


wy '. 


Na. 


Hed 


in the Play of Don Quixote. 


F 
| Song XIV. The Bonny M1tx-Maiv. Sung 


With flowers and blooming buds ; 
| Come ſing in the praiſe, 
| Whilſt flocks do graze, 


With clouted ſhoes, 
. Do carry the milking pail. 
Vor. I. D The 


The Goddeſs of the morn, 
With bluſhes they adorn ; 
And take the freſh air, 


Her skin does fo taint, 

She's wither'd before ſhe's old: 
Whilſt ſhe in commode, 
Puts on a cart-load, 


And with cuſhions plumps her tail : 


What joys are found 

In ruflet gown, 

Young, plump, and round, 
And ſweet and ſoundy 


That carry the milking pail ! 


4 Complete Colleffion of 


ied of bay bd bod 


The 
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The girls of Venus game, 
In iſing feats, 
With colds and with 
Make lovers grow blind and lame : 

If men were ſq wiſe, 
To value the price, 
Of the wares moſt fit for fale; 
What ſtore of beaus 
Would daub their cloaths ft 
To ſave a noſe, 
By following thoſe 
That carry the milking pail ! 
'The country lad is free 
Tn ID 
W e green 
He is often ſeen 
With his laſs upon his knee; 
With kiſſes moſt fweet 


He does her 
And ſwears hell never grow kal 
Whilſt the London laſs, 


In eery place, 

With her brazen face, 

Deſpiſes the grace 

Song XV. A Scotch Sox s. 


5 n of Edinborough town, 
| In the roſie time o 


at 2 
Songs Ballads. N 
fame, 
heats, 


But Jockey was a , and would ne'er conſent to wed ; 
Which made ber pith tut phos, and cry cnt & will not bh, 


I cannot, cannot, cannot, 2 backle too. 
: * 2 : 


Or I cannot, cannot, cannot, wonnot, monnot buckle too. 


Song XVI. Sweet are the Charms, &c. 


WEE T are the charms of her I love, 
More than the damask woſe ; 


True as the needle to the pole, 


As I purſue my fouPs defire, 


Nature muſt change her beauteous face, 
do, And vary as the ſeaſons riſe ; 


too. | 
Death only with his cruel dart, 
The gentle Godhead can remove ; 
And drive him from the bleeding heart, 
To mingle with the bleſt above: 
Where, known to all his kindred train, 
He finds a laſting reſt from pain. 


Love and his ſiſter fair, the ſoul, 
Twin-born from Heaven together came; 
. Love will the univerſe controul, 
When dying ſeaſons loſe their name: 
Divine abodes ſhall own his pow'r, 
When time and death ſhall be no more. 


A Camplete Colleftion of 


Song XVII. Collin's Complaint. 


Eſpairing belide a clear ſtream, 
A forſaken was laid; 
whilſt a _ A os _ _ theme, 
A willow ſup 
The wind that 05 1 1 
To his ſighs with a ſigh ly ; 
Ani the ee na 1. 25 
Ran mournfully murmuriag by. 


Alas! filly ſwain that I my 


(Thus fadly complaining cry'd 
When firſt I = rpm; that * fice, 
"['were better by far I had dy d. 
She talk'd, and 1 "blefs'd the Jos tongue, 
When ſhe mild, twas a pleaſure too great ; 
T liſten'd, and cry'd when ſhe ſung, 
Was Nightingale ever fo ſweet! 


How fooliſh was I to believe 
She could doat on fo lowly a clown ! 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve, 
To forfake the fine folk of the town! 
To thmk that a beauty ſo gay, 
So kind and fo conſtant would prove 
To go clad like our maidens in grey, 
And live in a cottage on love ! 


What though I have kill to complain, 
Tho' the mules my temples. have crown'd ; 
What though, when they hear my ſoft flrain, 

The virgins tit weeping around: 
Ah Collin! thy hopes are in vain! 
Thy pipe and thy laurel refign ; 
Thy fail one inclines to a ſwain, 
Whol muſick is ſweeter than thine. 


And you my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd 


to 
'Tis mine to be conſtart, and 


ry A 
And frolick it all the long day: 
While Collin, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be heard of or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


Song XVIII. Or a Bank of Flowers. 


Na bank of flowers, in a ſummer's day, 
Inviting, and undreſt, 
In her bloom of years bright Celia lay, 
With love and ſleep oppreſt: 
When a youthful ſwain, with admiring eyes, 
Wuyhb'd he durſt the fair maid ſurprize, * 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
But fear'd approaching ſpies. 
As he 'd, a tle breeze aroſe, 
That Senn d = robes aſide, 
And the ſleeping nymph did the charms diſcloſe, 
Which waking ſhe would hide 


Then 


Ia, &c.. 


* this, ſays the vent rous boy, 


"nd I vr the means employ, 


— ver we 
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A Complete Colleftidu of 33 
Song XIX. 2 &c. 


A 


She bluſh'd, and figh'd, and puſh'd the Med'cine from her, 
Which ſtill the more encreas'd her pain; 
Finding at „ the ſtrove in vain, 


Waſte not your youth in coy diſdain, 

rr pleaſing reign, 
ways of rigour to maintain ; | 

AY Ln obedience owe, 

Os tn the Gab with ln 6 

"T's for the blellng they” The. 


Vor. I. F. 


= 
— 
® - 


— 


Since the falſe deluding fair left the flow'ry green. 


H happy, groves! witneſs of our tender loves; 
Oh lappy, ſhade! where firſt aur vows were 

(made ; 
Bluſhing, fighing, melting, dying, looks would charm a Jove; 
A — — rat and all was love: 


But Corinna perjur'd proves, and forſakes the ſhady groves; 


When I ſpeak of mutual joys, ſhe knews not what I mean. 
Wanton fond careſſes, now no more are ſeen, 


c 
There the ſecret wound the gave, when I was made her ſlave. 


Song 


A. 


F-w5 


greeting » M pretty fweetin 5 
preſs 38 without m 


ſuch 
ſeem' d 


g< 
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Songs and Ballads) 
I have cur'd her, likewiſe aſſur d * 


She gave me 
Becauſe ſhe never 
In love's ſoft pleaſures to be fo diverted : 
Then ſtrait I mounted; for why? I counted 
"Twas time I had her company deſerted. 


Song XXV. Wincheſter Wedding. 


T Wincheſter there was 2 wedding, 
The like was never ſeen, 
I'wixt luſty Ralph of Reading, 
And bonny black Beſs of the Green. 
The fidlers were crowdihg before ; 
Each laſs was as fine as a Queen; 
There was a hundred, and more, 
Foy all the country came in; 
Brisk Robin led Roſy ſo fair, 
She look'd like a "Lily o th' vale : 
And ruddy-fac'd Harry led Mary, 
And Roger led bouncing Nell. 


With Tommy came ſmiling Katy, 
He helpt her over the tile, 
And ſwore there was none ſo 
= forty and forty long mile. 
ve a green- to Betty, 
And lent bes hand to rile ; 
But Jenny was jeer'd by Watty, 
For looking blue under the open: 
Thus merrily chatting all, 
They paſs d — che bride houſe . 
With Johnny, retty· fac d =o 
The faireſt of of al dhe 


; 1 

45 1 
185 
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Song XXVI. Black-ey'd Suſan, 


LL in the Downs the fleet was moar'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
hen black ey'd Suſan came aboard, 

Oh! where ſhall I my true love find? 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among the crew? 


William, who high upon the yard, 
Rack'd with billows to and fro, 
ice he heard, 


O Suſan! Suſan! lovely KC 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 


Ie me kiſs off that falling tear: RS 
We otily part to meet again: | 
Change #s ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be . 
The faithful conipaſs that ſtill points to thee. 


ire not what the land uten fay; 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind ; 


Song XXVII. "Cupid, God of pleafig, Bec 


5 


The graſtopper, guat, and fly, 


Grace ſaid, we dance a while, 
8 And ſo the time beguile: 

1 But if the Moon doth hide her head, 

4 | The glow-worm lights us hcane to bed. 


Yet in the morning may be ſeen, 
Where we the night before have been. 


48 
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And find thin , : 
Oh! how h, that they not more wary | 
Inſtead of ſoft woomg, U 
They run to their rum, 


And all their lives after drag ſorrow along. 


Song XXX. Young Philoret gnd-Celia. 
Philoret 


And Celia met 
In an old ſhady grove ; 


| Songs and Ballads. 


Eos — 2 


She's pe pn 
From top to toe. 


Then ceaſe, ; Je fg, 


To quote dull pages, 
That in all ages 


Thou your is, 
So ireng the wall is, 
My love for Phillis 
uſt ever be. 


Song XXXII. When bright Aurelia, &c. 

HEN 

Wr 

looks of ew 'ry jolly ſwain, 

That ſtrove Aurelia s heart to 
Wich gambols on the green 

Their ſports innocent and gay, 
Mr wh am air; * 


E 


This ee fir 
; 
Till Phaon's dance voice and hre, 
With ſoſteſt muſick did inſpire 
Her foul to gen'rous love. 


— 


way, 


| 46 | 4 Camplete Colleffion of 


Song XXXIII. Happy Dick. 


comes it, neighbour Dick, 
That you with youth uncommon, 
Have ſerv'd the girls this trick, 

And wedded an old woman ? 


Who find it ſuch a heaven, | 
Happy Dick ! 


Py 


With ſpouſe long ſhare the bliſs, 
Y'had miſs d in any other; 
And when you've buried this. N 
Happy Dick ! ; 
* Obſerving 


Song XXXIV. Would Fate to me, &c. 


fate to me Belinda 


the race 
SS, 
In you, gn you, 
FL you, though I die. 


Let my Belinda fill my arms, 
With 2ll her beauties, all her charms, 
With ſcorn and pity I'd look down 


With her alone Fd — WM 3 


OO 2888 58989 
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r nid Baa, 


Song XXXV. What the! they call me. 


* 


ads, OY 


briskly, 


of fifteen years? 
with ſweets and 


=_—y | 


g virgin 


ha 


Ould you have a 
| You muſt tickle } 
aſſurance come boldly on; 


a widow, 


fancy 
front 
Be at her each moment, and briskly, 


Song XXXVI. Would you haue a young. 
her f 


ich = 


And 
Do 
Wi 


Ing 


Song En What at foal I de. 


NAT ſhall 1 ew how much I love her ? 


millions of fighs can ſuffice ? 
That which e hearts, never can move her, 
Thoſe common methods of love ſhe'll deſpiſe. 


I will love more than man © er lov'd before me, 
Gaze on her all the day, melt all the night; 

Till for her own fake, at ſhe'll implore me 
To love her leſs, to preſerve our delight. 


Since gods themſelves cannot ever be loving, 
Men muſt have breathing recruits for new joys ; 
I wiſh my love could be always improving, 


Though eager love more than ſorrow deſtroys. 


In fair Aurelia's arms leave me expiring, 
To be embalm'd by the fweets of her breath; 
To the laſt moment IIII ſtill be defiring ; 
Never had hero ſo glorious a death. 


Song XXXVIII. 4. 45 in a meadow. 

S down in a meadow one morning I paſod. 
r 

I am ſure, it was ſcarcely fifteen, 
And. e on her head wore a of green ; 

Her lips were like robes and as for her eyes, 

_— like di monds, or ſtars in the skies; 

A0 as for her voice, it was charming and clear, 
And ſhe ſung a ſong for the loſs of her dear. 


G 2 Why 


O then I was kiſe d, and fer on his 


No man in the world was ſo loving as he: 


I lulld him to fleep, and I watch'd him the while, 
And when he did wake, it was with a ſweet fmile. 


But now he has left me, and Fanny the fair 
Imploys all his wiſhes, his thoughts, and his care ; 
He kiſſes her hand, and ſets her on his knee, 
And ſays all the fine things he once ſaid to me; 
But if ſhe believes him, the falſe-hearted ſwain 
Will leave her, and then ſhe with me may 
For nothing's more certain, believe filly Sue, 

ho once has been falſe, will never prove true. 


Her being ended, ſhe roſe to be 0 
— a meadow came Jolly = John; 
He told her, that ſhe was the joy of his lite, 
And if ſhe'd conſent, he'd make her his wife ; 
Which ſhe not refuſing, to church they both went, 
oung Billy ＋ 4 and young Suſan content. 
oſt men are like Billy, moſt women like Sue, 
And if men will be faite, way ſhould women prove true? 


Song 


Song XXXIX. Tunbridge-Doers. 


7E maidens, ye wives, a young widows, reJayce, 
Proclaim a thank(giving with your heart and your voice; 
ce waters were waters, I dare boldly 22 


" 


Ye ne'er had more cauſe fora thankigiving-da 
For from London-town, there is lately come — 


Four able phyſicians, who — ware gown; 
Whoſe phy kick i is pleaſant, th their doſes are large, 
And you may be cur'd without 0 


No bolus, no vomit, no potion, no pill, 
Which ſometimes do cure, but oftner de kill: ; 
Your taſte, or your palate, need ne er be diſpieas d, 
If you'll be advis 'd, you'd try one of theſe : 
For they have a new drug, tis call'd the cloſe hug, 
'Twill mend your completion, and make you look ſmug : 
'Tis a ſovereign balſam, when once well apply d, 

For, though wounded at heart, the patient ner dy'd. 


In the morning you need not be robb'd of your wit, 

For in your warm bed this phyfick works beſt ; 

What tho” in the taking ſome ſtirri rring's requir'd, 

The motion's ſo pleaſant, you — be tir d: 

r with your bodies rai:'d high, 
And one of theſe doftors mult always be nigh, 

Who ſtill will be ready to cover you warm, 


For if you take cold, all phyfick does harm. 


But before theſe doctors will give their direction, 


They always conſult the patient's compleQion ; 
If ſhe has a moiſt palm, or a red head of hair, 
She requires more balſam than one man can ſpare ; 
If ſhe has a long noſe, the Ld abore knows 
How many great handfuls muſt go to her dole : 
You ladies that have ſuch ill ſymptom as thele, 


In conſcience and honour ſhould pay double fees. 


— 


And 


, 


Then join with theſe doctors, and heartily pray, 
That the pow't of their phyfick may never decay. 


Song, XL. Tf you-will love me, be free. 
'WF will love me, be free in expreſſing it, 
1 Ann hencefore give me no cauſe to complain ; 
Ur if you hate me, be plain in confeſſing it, 
hos WY ad pans ens of my pain. 

This delaying, wi ng aud prayi 
— a. f ama: © 


2 wooing. 
2 . 
Is damn d filly doing, Tl give o'er. 
If you'll propoſe a kind method of ruling me, 
may return to my duty again; | 
But if you ſtick to your old way of fooling me, 
I muſt be plain, I'm none of your man ; 
Paſſion for paſſion, on each kind occaſion, 
With free inclination, does kindle love's fire; 


And new doubts creating, ſtill make it expire. 


Sent and Ballad. 


Song XLI. the an.. 
[To the ſame Tun.] 
OU love, and yet when I ask wile ws, 
Y. e 
nen : 


Yet the ſame time 


92 wa a wonz 


Muſt be. nor e 


trap 8 1 
m tho 3 5 
Vent' ring that chouſe, you 
Muſt let me eſpouſe you, 
If e er, my dear mouſe, 742 


Song XLII. Great Lord Frog to Lady Mouſe. 


REAT lord Frog to lady Mouſe, 
Croakledom he, croal ledom ho; 
Dwelling near St. James' s-houſe, 
Cocky mi i chari ſhe; 
Rode to make his court ane day, 
In the merry month of — 
Twiddle come tweedle twee. . 


Ne'er will let me wed to none, | 
Twiddle come tweedle twee. | 


A Complete Colleflion of 


Lord Frog. 


I can't, my voice is low, 
8 hee croakledom ho ; 


. 1 


Then abe my. bom be bare, 

All muſt own tis ſmooth and fair; 
I've no ſcars of Venus there, 

_ 'Twiddle come tweedle twee. 


Miſs Mouſe. 


When we treat you at our cheeſe, | 
Croakledom hee croakledom ho ; 


When you ſwim, or diving fall, 
Fie for ſhame, you ſhew us all, 
3 twee. 


Lord Frog. 


Since y are on theſe lofty ſtrains, 
Croakledom hee croakledom ho; 
Fil get one ſhall value brains, 


Cocky my cart ſhe: 
Miſs Mouſe. 


Now your lordſhip idly prates, 
| TR ET im, 
Muſt have tails as well as pates, 


Twiddle come tweedle twee. 


2 
H 


- 
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Song XLIII. Hark ! the thund'ring Cannons, 


to royal Pole, 
e empire's brave defender ; 
No man leave his by ſtealth, 


Where ſpri wine fills ev'ry vein, 
nk. mn mnt th 7 
Our brains (like our cannons) warm, 
With often firing feel no harm, 
While the ſober fot flies the alarm, 
No laurel can befriend him. 


A Complete Colleftion of 


Chriſtians thus with crown'd, 
C with the 
W coffee can't 


Againſt the force of claret: 
Whilſt we 11 
And the pagan pon Cc 
The valiant Poles divide the ſpoil, 

And in brisk near ſhare it. 


Infidels are now o'ercome, 

But the moſt Chriſtian Turk's at home, 

Watching the fate of Chriſtendom, 
But his hopes are ſhallow ; 

Since the Poles have led the dance, 

Let Engliſh Cæſar now advatioe, 

And if he ſends a fleet to France, 

He's a Whig that will not follow. 


Song XLIV. One April-morn, &c. 


NE April-morn, when from — ſea 
Phoebus was juſt 

D—_ —— axe 
Long ſettled love endearin 

Met in a grove to vent their , Fn 

On parents unrelenting ; | 

He bred of Tory race had been, 

She of the tribe Diſſeming. 


Celia, whoſe outſhone FR 
Newly the bills _— god, 
Told him, mamma wou'd be ſtark mad, 
She miſſing pray'rs that morning: 
Damon, his arm around her waiſt, | 
Swore, that nought ſhould 'em ſander; 
Shou'd my rough dad know how I'm bleſt, 
Twou d = him rear like thunder, 


H 2 Great 


% 


Songs and Ballads. 


Great ones, whom proud ambition blinds, 
By faction ftill ſupport it; 

Or where vile money taints the mind, 
They for convenience court it: 

But mighty love, that ſcorns to ſhew 
Party ſhou'd raiſe his 4 

Swears he'll exalt a true, 
Let it be Whig or Tory. 


Song XLV. Since Times are ſo bad. 


mon are ng. Ta al i no 
'm thinking to leave off my plough my cart; 
nd to the faireity a journey will — # 
To better my fortune, as other folk do: 
Since ſome have from ditches, 
And coarſe leather breeches, 
Been ra*s'd, been rais'd to be rulers, 
And wallow'd in riches. - 
Prithee come, come, come, come from thy wheel, 
Prithee come, Ec. 
For, if the gipſies don't lie, 
I ſhall, I mall be a governor too, e're I die. 
| 


He. 


She. Ab, Callin ah, Collin! by all, by all thy late doings, 


With forrow and trouble, with ſorrow and trouble the 
ride of thy mind : 
Our ſheep now at random diſorderly run, 
And now, and now ſunday's jacket goes ev'ry day on; 
Ah! what do'ſt thou, what do'ſt thou, what do'it thou 
mean ? 


He. To make my ſhoes clean, 
And foot it, and foot it to the court, 
To the King and the Queen, 
Where ſhewing my parts I preferment ſhall win. 


She. 


rt, 
art; 


[ 
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She. Fie, fie, fie, fie, fie, fie, fie, fie, fie, fie, tis better, 
Tis better for us to plough and to ſpin : 
For as to the court, when thou happen it to try, 
Thou' It find nothing got there, thou can ſt buy: 
For money, the devil, n 
But no good minded. no, no, no, no 


He. Why then I'll take arms, why then I'll take arms, 
I'll take arms, 
And follow, and follow alarms, ; 
Hunt honour, that now a-days plaguily charms : 


She. And ſo loſe a limb, by a ſhot or a blow, 

And curſe thyſelf after, for leaving, for leaving the 
plough. 

He. Suppoſe I turn gameſter ? 

She. So cheat, and be bang'd. 

He. What think'ſt of the road chen? 

She. The high-way to be hang'd. 

He. Nice pimping however yields profic for life, 
I'll help ſome fine lord to another's fine wife. 


She. That's dangerous too, amongſt the town-crew, 
For ſome of em will do the fame thing by you; 
And then I to cuckold you may be drawn in ; 
Faith, Collin, tis better I fit here and ſpin, 
Faith, Collin, &c. 


He, Will nothing prefer me? what think'ſt of the law? 
She. Oh ! while you live, Collin, keep out of that paw. 
He. I'll cant and I'll pray. | 


= 


, She. 


Songs and Ballads. 
She. Ah! there's nought got, ah! there's nought got that 


WAY» 
There's no ene b now whatthaſe black cale fay ; 
Let all our whole care be our farming affair, 
To make our corn grow, and our apple-trees bear. 


62 


[Verſe for two voices. 
ambition's a trade, a trade no contentment 


She. So I'll to my diſta, 
He. And I to my plough ; 


Ambition, ambition's a trade, a trade no contentment 
can ſhew, | 
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, NO, NO, NO, 


No, no, no, no, no, no, NO, NO, NO, NO, NO, NO, NO 
contentment can ſhew, 


No, no, he, contentment can ſhew. 


CHOR Us. 


She. Let all our whole care be our farming affair, 

To make our corn grow, and our apple-trees bear : 

I ad: no contentment 
can g 


She. So TIl to my diſtaff, 
He. And I to my plough ; | 
Ambition, .ambition's a trade, a trade no contentment 


can ſhew, 
No, no, &c. 
no contentment can ſhew, 
No, no, no contentment can ſhew. 


"A biti - 
can 


Song 


ay: 


no, 
no 


8 
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Song XLVI. The Fovial Drinker. 
Pee: on thats att, AY CONE. EIS on 
And fly the dear ſweets that the doth bring: 

t heightens the fancy, the wit does refine, 

And he that was firſt drunk, was made the firſt King. 
By the help of good claret old-age becomes youth, 
Drink largely, you'l now by expres th eh, 

, you 
That he that drinks moſt is the poluician. 


To victory this leads on the brave cavalier, 
And makes all the terrors of war but delight ; 


"Twas that taught and Pompey to fight. 


This ſupports all our friends, and knocks down our foes, 
This makes us all loyal men from courtier to clown ; 
Like Dutchmen from brandy, from this our ſtrength grows : 

So 'tis wine, noble wine, that's a friend to the crown. 


Song XLVII. Amongſt the pure ones all. 


MON GST the pure ones all, 

Who conſcience do profeſs ; 

And yet that ſort of cenſcience 
Do practiſe nothing leſs : 

I mean the ſect of thoſe ele, 

That loath to live by merit ; 

That lead their lives with other mens wives, 

According unto the ſpirit. 


One met with a holy ſiſter of ours, 
A faint who dearly lov'd him : 
And fain he would have kiſfd her, 

Becauſe the ſpirit mov d him: 


Songs and Ballads: 


But ſhe deny'd, and he reply'd, 
You're damn'd unleſs you do it ; 
Therefore conſent, do not repent, , 
For the ſpirit doth move me to it. 
She not willing to offend, poor ſoul, 
Yielded unto his motion; 
And what theſe two did intend, 
Was out of devotion : 


lay, 
When they ſhall hear of this rumour ? 
They'll at us every day, 


Songs and Ballade., Gs © 
. * a 


Song XL VII. The fair Loſs of Iſlington. | 


Moſt pleaſing to hi 


Quoth he, fair maid, I have a fait, 
That to me muſt z 5 2 
Which i I find you'll be to kind, 
Nothing then you ſhall want. 


fon Collefian of 


* 
8 
* 
* 
* 


Song XLIX. There was a Knight, Nc. 


£47 
< 


not when yan may, 
not when you will, Sir. 


If 


F 


* 


Sa 4 
Repeating tales of love: 
And ſomething elſe, but what I dare not name. 


But as they were a playing, 
She ogled ſo the ſwain ; 

It ſav'd her plainly ſaying, 
Let's kiſs to our pain: 

And fomething elſe, &c. 


70 A Complete Colleftion of 
| 4 dfeiha he ing, 
| | 6 ge ; 
'd, but it was faintly crying, 
ray take away your hand : 
And ſomething elſe, &c. ; 
Y. Coridon bolder, 
"Tie minate oaks fn ; mY 
'This is the time, he told her, 
| To ſhew you how I love: 
And ſomething elſe, &c. 
. The ſeem'd almoſt dying, 
She kif'd, and told him fighing, 
My dear your love is great : 
And ſomething elſe, &c. 


- But Phillis did recover 
Much ſooner than the ſwain; 


GA »W© 6 nd. Thaw 


Cr 


Had not kind fate this proviſion 


"Songs and Ballads. 


Song LI. Long was the day, &c. 


ONG pr ths day, &'er Alexis my 2 
To my hopes, w nis paſſion ; 
e could not ſpeak, nor I could not diſcover 
What my poor aking heart was fo loath to conceal : 
Till the ſtrength of his his fear had remav'd, 
Then we mutually talk'd, e ban 


Groves for umbrella's did oer-ſhade us 
From Phoebus hot rages, w o like enrying frove 


All the nymphs 1 . 
But we ftand below envy, that ill- natur d fate, 
And above cruel ſcorn is our happy eflate. 


LII. An amorous Song. To the Tune 
of the Bonny Chriſs-Church Bells. 


E E how fair and fine ſhe lies 

Upon her bridal bed ; 

No lady at the court, 
So fit for the ſport, 

Oh, ſhe look'd ſo curiouſly white and ned. 
After the firſt and ſecond time, 

The weary bridegroom lacks his pace: 
But oh r come, come, my joy, 
And cling thy cheek cloſe to my face. 
Tinkle, en 
Whilt time and touch they keep ; 

Then with Da 
2 is 
And fo fall faſt aſleep. 


- 


m 4 Complete Collettion of 
Song LI. A Song ſung 5 Mrs. Champion, 


in the Comedy call d, She won d, and ſbe 
wen d not. 


ELIA, my heart has often rang d. 
Like bees o'er gaudy flowers ; 
And many thouſand loves has chany'd, 
Till it was fix'd, till it was fix'd en yours: 
Bur, Celia, when I ſaw thoſe eyes, 
Tu ſoon, "twas ſoon determin'd there, 
; Stars might as well forſake the skies, 
Now if from the great rules I err, 
New beauties, new beauties to admire; 
May I again, again turn. wanderer, 
- And never, never, never, never, never, no, never, 
Never, never, never, never, never, never, never, 
Never, never, never, ſettle more: 
May I again turn wanderer, 
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Seng LIV. Ls be jovial, fill our Glaſſes. 
n \ 
e wine 3 


Scorn the nymph and all her graces, 
Who'd Mes oe bat hee? 
Look within the bowl that's flowing, 
1 —— 

EE 


Alexander hated thinking, 
Drank about at Councibboard ; 


He ſubdu'd the world by dri - 
Mare than Go da corgering End. 


Song LV. Cruel Creature, can you leave me. 


24 A Complete Hi of 


ww x. 


Song IL. VI. That all Men are Beggars. 


bleſt or ſo happy as we, 
Which no body can deny, deny, which no body can deny, 
The tradeſman he that his wares you would buy, 
1 ben 58 
And fwears tis his trade, when he tells you a lye, 

hich no body can deny, &c. 


5 


| mornings at home, 
New charms to create, and much paint to conſume, 


Yer begs you'd believe tis her natural bloom, 


. 


- 


The courtier he begs the dear nymph to comply, 
She begs he'd be gone, yet with a languiſhing eye, 
Still begs, he would ſtay, for a maid ſhe can't * 

Which none but a fool would deny, &c. 


ba 


Sofg 


Songs and Ballads, 


Song LVII. I bad rather enjoy. 
7» 
5 * 
Than e perſuaded ; 
For though for a while, 
She ſcarcely will ſmile 
vet at length ber fort is invaded. 
When then ſhe's poſſeſs 
You are bl, * 
Tho from awhile you're conſin'd ; 


The heart is on fire 
With zealous defire, 


When too willi a madam ws find; 


Song LVIII. Tas in the land of Cyder. 


That all the faints cry d fie on. 


For gentle John and Suſan 
Were oft at recreation 5 
To tell the truth, 
This 
Qu'd a 


rous youth 


to be on. 


Song LIX. Prithee, Chloe, give o'er. 


As intending to woos 

And tell thee how much I'm thy lover ; 
Like a fearful young lamb 
That runs after its dam, 

So thou fly't away to thy mother. 


I know it has been told, 
That the patr'archs of old 
Spent threeſcore full years in their wooing ; 
"Twas no wonder then, 
That a nymph of fifteen | 
Should be coy when a ſwam was purſuing. 


But, my charmer, I vow, 

Ki pe 45 
That a nymph in teens ſhould ; 

When | dove now angngy, * 


Net a man in the 
But wie think Hoang Gaye cas fed many. 


r 

_ :. 

But let amarous defives inflame ye 3 
Surrender thy charms, 
And take me to thy arms, 

And thou'lt ſoon love me better than mammy. 


Song 


A — of 


Song LX. Chlee, be wiſe 


HLOE, be 
r 


Should I your ſcorn return, *twill vex you, 
Love, much abus'd, will turn to hate. 


How can fo lovely, fair a creature 
Put on the looks of cold diſdain ? 

Women were firſt defign'd by nature 
To give a pleaſure, and not a pain. 


Kindneſs creates a flame that's laſting, 
When other charms are fled away : 
Think then the time we now are 
Throw off thoſe frowns, 222 


Song LXI. Gently touch the warbling Tyre. 


ENTLY. touch the warbling lyre, 
Chloe ſeems inclin'd to reſt ; 
F111 her foul with fond defire, 
Softeſt notes will ſooth her breaſt ; 
Pleaſing dreams aſſiſt in love, 
Let them all propitious prove. 


On the moſſy bank ſhe lies, 
Nature's verdant velvet bed] 
Beauteous flowers meet her eyes 
Forming pillows for her head 
their odours. round, 


7-1 indulge whaſpers found. 


Songs and Ballads. 


Song LXII. Once I lov'd a charming. 


NCE I lov'd a charming creature, 
But the flame with which 1 burn, 

Is not for each tender feature, * 

Nor for her wit, nor ſprightly turn, 
But for her down, down, derry dawn ; 
But for her down, &c. 

On the I faw her lyin 
Sc d n 

On her back. ſhe lay complying, 
With her lovely body plac'd, 
Under my down, &c. 


But the n being y and tender, 
Cou'd they enters Baer {mart ; 

Sull unwilling to ſurrender, 

. | Cal''d mamma to take the part 

Of her down, &c. 

Out of breath, mamma came running / 
To prevent poor Nanny*s fate ; 

But the girl, now grown more cunning, 
Cry'd, mamma, you're come too late ; 
For I am down, & . | 
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- Song EXII *T'was when the Seas were roaring 


2 
A damſel 
All on a rock reclin d: 
Wide o'er the roaring billows 
She caſt a wiſhful 3 
Her bead was crown'd with willows, 
That trembled o'er the brook. 
Twelve months were gone and over, . 
Ard nine long tedious days ; 
did'ſt thou, vent rous lover, 7 
Why did thou truſt the ſeas ? 


Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel ocean, 
And let my lover reſt; 


AS when the ſeas were roaring 
With hollow blaſts of wind, | 


Ah! what's thy troubled motion 
To that within my breaſt? 


% N= 1,3 


She bow'd he? head? ant ca. 
Song LXIV. Whilſt the Town's brim-full 
HILST the -town's brin- ll of folly, 

And runs gadding after Polly, 


For to make one's felf an ads Þ 
Tell me, &c. | 


+ 


CS 


„* » 9 . $ 4s 3 
. UF ,, 
* 
s * ” 


Thus fadly complaining he cry 
My mouth it does water and win; 1 
I think it had better been fry tx. 


8 
And 


* 
a, - 

*p nA 

# * 


in his chair: 


* ther. 
— * 


hg 


Or chat it wapld 


* 
» 


L 2 


* 


of the 


2 dig 
11435 


— 
. ».44 


SL - 


» © 
= 


2 


as great 


Oh! cou'd I 
g 


made 
a 
dad few to ths how I dwell ; 


—_— OS 


| 


The butter around it was f 


> 


The po 
foalith 


* 
* 


Then han 


It 
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Song LXVIIL. Fly ne not, Sylvia. 
G ago 


And fly to my arms. 
O could Ie 


* 


16 4 145 Col bs" of 


Song LX. Ob, Eondon is a fine Town, &c. 


Ms I e 
O * e the ee gon come in e, 
This ciey has = Maya, is a Lord, 
He the citizens all 6f his own accord ; 
He his gentility, and how nobly he was born, 
His arms are three ox-heads, and his creſt a rampant horn. 
. to W 
D —1 


The barges 1 4 for his lordſhip and 
And dung-boats and lighters provided for the reft. 


Then at the Exchequer he's ſworn upon 

That ho ili-be no wir wan than was Jubernol. 
The ſword is borne before 'em — my woo 

To fright away te lik boy lyk tho Liprd-Mayors. 


And when that is ended, home again he cames, 
Wick joyfal noi upon the Thames of trumpers und of 


| His lordſhip lands at Paul's-whasf, and on he jogs, 
Attended by his companies, as hungry as any 


Then in comes the carver, and boldly falls to work, 
With knife like ſcimiter, as fierce as any Turk; 

He hit upon the gooſe-bone, and turned both edge and point, 
Till he loo d upon wy Lord-Mayor, he not hit the 


Then up ae = cal for neckes, 
IA find recorded in John Stow's books ; 

why it was fo big, if you would know the reaſon, 
It was to — HT OTST org 


on. 
Then 


= ets aei..z, A+ Dii_cfts 


rns Mind tw. tg 


* 


8 


Then they go to ity· darge. 
And have a noble treat all at the ci 
. —— they make © gil 


6 
Their wives 


They that would to riches grow, muſt ſtoop for little profic. 


He ſends i home to his own houſe, to feaſt both lord and 
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lant ſhow, _ 
bid the muſick play cuckolds. all a- row. 


, you, 


MyLord-Mayor rides along the ſtreet like unto a law-maker, = 

With forty catchpoles at his arſe to proſecute the baker ; 

r at a and finds his bread 
too light, 


Then to the Seffions-houſe they go, the ſeſſions for to keep” 
tall thee the Reverder chmen, tay .oB ane Bt afiep? 

They call up their juries by twelves and by twelves, _ 
HIV oy hag wp nem, they may go hang themſelves. 


So then they borrow boots and ſpurs, and out of town they ride, 
To ſee the badgers baited on the Bank-fide ; 

And when that they have done, they all return again, 
Like ſo many apes, with each his golden chain. 


Then to hear a ſermon once a year, he rides unto the Spi 
And there fits full three hours long, and brings away but little: 
And when that he comes home, he fits down at his board, 
And if he has not mine d- pies, his chear's not worth a turd. 


My lady fays unto my lord, m0" hs —— ? 
I do intend to-morrow next to invite my friend Sir John: 
For I don't think it fit always to have tradeſmen, 

I pray therefore let me rub in a courtier now and then. 


My 


FL 


, 
* $8 


ED ask'd my lord, what diſhes ſhe hould 1 
N — — 1 8 
lord he nam'd a calf's at which ſhe made a p | 


0 r for ſhe lov a 


Keck an wal's fours in's hors fes and his back-fooed 

_  cxols his ramp. | 

My lord he takes a flaff in kand to beat the buſhes o'er, 
' I muſt cue it was a work he ne'er had done before ; 

A creature bounceth from a buſh, which made them all to 


My lord he cry'd a hare, a hare, but it prov'd an Efſex-calf. 


A — 1 they came to London, 
: z 


very great mercy many "Traps alive, 
6 — Tears} fgc. om 


4s of 


The 


. Tue following 00 ecard @rnanct a 


F923 


" L985 


. 


n thanks for the 
| ery rely 0 bl it to us: and ſhall at 


. i gr lk bes the roads of 


chs kind worthy of notice» 
1 


———_ Collins cba Celia 
To the Tux x of... 


0b! the Pain ar ft in les tc: 


t 
g. S 
3 


Your love it never-chang'd : 
But now from my fight yana | 
Why, 


And will not give me 
But I may languiſh till I die, 
You'll not pity my 


When I firſt lovid. you, Celis fair, 


rf — > 


18 


e know m 


me whether y 


Ten 


And I will ceaſe complaining. 
Song LXXII. The Longing Maid. 


HERE was a maid the other day, 


they may 


fifteen 75 I livd 


4 


Oh, oh, for a husband 


dy 4 rn þ | 
I will have a husband; I will have a husband, 


- When other wives can have their 
They are not like to me; 
1 try my skill, 

And 


a remedy : 
Oh, oh, oh, what a husband, what a life lead F ! 


Song LXXTII. 
A Cure for the Green-Sickneſs Mgid. 


I hugg'd her till her breath grew ſhort, 
Then farther did intrude ; 

She ſcratch'd and firuggfd modeſtly, 

1121 CD - 

d her parden twenty times, 

And ſome concern did feign ; 

But like a bold prefamptuous finner, 
Did the like again. 


At laſt I did by dalliance raiſe 


0. 


Wi rds that the brain, 
11 Bedlam's fl'd with plain- 


Accs. 

ith hydrogarum pi 

Their Naſan and their wills 
They ruine, and this fills 
Moſt part of Bedlam. 


a work a this” - 
want aftons 3 | 
But I'll no more infiſt 
On 


benefafiars 3 ' 
But hint ſych as I fee 


So 


talent, 
And a brain-fick plot 
To ſeem a gallant ; | 
That richly is array d, 


Re 


Away for fancies; ; 
He that-lets his angels fly. 
Till he's not. — 


Ts fe fr Mn. 


11 155 
1131 the 


* 


- 


mals i *. 
— apes | 
e ; 
r love made me fall into drink, 
nd drink made me run into debt; 


And tho” I ha 
- „ 


There's 
but money 
—_— —— — 
3322 
2 remove all my letts ; 
Will love 2— 
me, and love me again = 


Then, then I alt my loving amd drinking again 
1 ; 
ng LXXVI. Ob! what Pangs are felt. | 


thee ; 


- The 


| wh 1 5 
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n * 


While love does at his altar ſtand, 


x00 


thy hand, 


command, 


me 
will of him wha loves thee. 


And with ilk 
The 


Ha ! there's my heart, 


LXXVIIL Of all the Girls that ar, . 


Young Damon, who her meaning knew, 


; pipe to charm ber; 
And while he ftrove with wanton love 


Took out his pi 


fatyr has betray'd 


My wand'ri 


227 


I fear ſome 


192 A Complets Collefion of 
Oh! woe is me! what muſt I do? | 
Or who muſt I complain uato? 
Metbinks the 4 Cry. forbear, 

And fighing fay, ſhe js not here. 


Or who muſt I complain unto ? 
Where can ſhe be? can you not gueſs 
Where I may find my ſhepherdeſs ? 


Song LXXX. 


Locks are ſporting, doves are courtiog, 
Warbling linnets ſweetly fing ; 
and pleafure, without meaſure, 
Kindly hail the glorious ſpring. 


Song LXXXI. 


HAT * could do, I've try'd to be free; 


„ 


twenty will ſwear: 


I caught 


„ oc; TH Ht 


ry way 


* 


— then who could upbraid 


I doubt he's the man. 

are his kiſſes, his looks are fo kind; 

may have his faults, I to them am blind, 
Nor can do more than I can ; | 


err 

* their power, equally their power obey 3 

Fall of wie, and — 
= WI am rous 
Pretty Polly's always gay, 
Pretty Polly's, &c. Y 


She bluſh'd to be encounter'd fo, 
And chid the am'rous fivain; 


Mg 


| 


| 


ö 


a and e 108 
Song LXXXIV. The Ladies Caſe. 
. 


Tow hard is the fortune of all womankind, 
H For ever ſubjeAed, for ever confin'd | 
parent controuls us until we are wives, 
The husband 


* 


euſla ves us the reſt of our lives. 


auh. © | 
'd ev'ry Needom of life to exyoy, : 
Cre an d if we're kind, we're blam'd if we're coy. 
Song LXXXV. True Love. 
I. 


* Chloe look with 892 
SF fwain ; 
_— Apt won 
Find your mufick in — ſighing 3 
Can you fee him — IM 
in ing, trembling, panting 
n 


II. 


Strephon, woc d by lawleſs paſſion, 
pon, war's by ſues ; 

All his flame is out of faſhion, 
Antient honour for him wooes * - 


+  _ R_ zz 
= 


Shou'd you 
Slight ſo true and Kind a lover, 


A Complete Colleflion of 


Love for love's the ſwain's ambition, 
Bur if that 1+ deem'd too gat; 


* vi , pity his condition, 


Say, at leaft, you do not hate. | 5 


| fonnder of a rover 


| Pratts'd' in the art of guile, 


Chloe, might not Strephon ſmile ? 
Yes: well d at thy undoing, 
Vulgar lovers might _ OE PITS” 


1 hon, conſcious of thy ruin. 


wou'd be n Ment 


PR LXXXVI, I. 


I. . 


H E- laft time I came over the moor, 
I left my love behind me 


what pgin do I endure, 
"When Gf: ag” me! 
Soon as the {ot 
The beamin 


I met — day lovely maid 
— 


TY lay, 


We kiſe time away, 
Till abi fi ſpread b her black curtain: 


I pity'd 


Yet again to 5 
ROE 

Shall make my cares at diſtance move, 
In proſpe& of ſuch bliſſes. 


W., 


In all my ſoul there's not one place 
To let a rival enter 5 7. 
Since ſhe excels in ev'ry grace, 
In her my love ſhall center : 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover; 
On Greenland ice hall roles grow, 
Before I ceaſe 2 


V. 


The next time I go o'er the moor, 
She ſhall a lover find me; a 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho? I left her behind me: 

Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom ; 

There while my being does remain, 
My love more fein hal bloſſom, 


Q 2 
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. Songs and Ballads. 
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Song LXXXVIII. The modeft Concealment. . 


EAR Collin, prevent 
vac ow ee a 


Of what is too tender too name. 


Since yours is the provinc©of ſpeaking, 
Why fhould you expect it from me? 
Our wiſhes ſhould be in our keepi 
Till you tell us what they be: 
Then quickly why don't you diſcover ? 
Did your heart feel ſuch tortures as mine, 
I need not tell over and over, 
What I in my boſom confine. 


The ANSWER. 


D Madam, when ladies are 


A Man needs muſt look like a 
or me, I would not give a ſhilling 
For one that can love out of rule: 

At leaſt you ſhou'd wait for our offers, 
1 I 
re 

our ſighs are now loſt in the air, 


rand Hour arm at pans meaning 
2 — too 


* 4 and puſhing, 


„ 


Thou wer't born o'er men to reign ; 
ot to follow flocks deſigu d, 


Scorn thy creok, and leave the plain. 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy feet, 
circles, meet, 
—— Ger thy Game's 1d. 


[Frum fire thy mind, 


V 
haſt, 


undoubted right, 
To triumph o'er this deſtin'd-breaſt ; 

My reaſon bends to what thy eyes ordain, 
bs 1 wa bem © and , 


The thouſand loves, that arm thy potent eye 
Muſt drop their quivers, * their wings, and die. 
The thouſand, &c. 


Then wilt thou 6 h, nnn 
A hateful wrinkle more appears; 
And putting peeviſh humours on, 
Seems but the fad effect of years. 
Kindneſs itſelf too weak a charm will 
To raiſe the feeble fires of aged love. 
Kindneſs, &c. 


Farc'd 


TTY 
er court " i 
They're all, and — —＋ — 
tem 
= &c. | — 


So ſhall I court thy Ceareſt 
y truth, 
When beauty ceaſes to engage ; 
So thinking on thy charming youth, 
5 Tu — it o'er again in age: 
time itſelf our raptures ſhall imp 
Whike 2 we wake o joy, and Ive to 
* joy, live to love. 
Song 


- Songs . . 113 


Song XC. Why i fur faithful ve, ar 
r 


Song XCIl. A. Celia near a fountain lay. 


Hen yielding firſt ts Damon's flame, 
I ſunk into his arms ; | 
He ſwore he'd ever be the ſame, 
Then rifled all my chams. 


But, fond of what he long defir'd, _ 
| Too eager of his prey, 


114 A Cotiplite Colleftion of 


My innocence of lovers wars 

| Reproach'd his quick defeat; 

Confas d, aſham'd, and bath d in tears, 
I rmaourn'd his cold retreat. 


At len „Ah, ſhepherdefa, 
D — ——_—_ 


You muſt, alas, retreat like me; 
I'm loſt if you puriue. 


Song XCBI. Wen fe I laid fg, . 


Hen firſt I laid to my Chloris, 
Cannon-ocaths 1 — 
To batter the town, 

And I ftorm'd her with amorous ſtories. 


Billet-doux like ſmall oe did fo ply her, 
And ſometimes. a ſong 
Went whiſtling alang, 

But ftill I was never the nigher. 


the fant wonl 
m 


. 
But ſhe would be no man's trumpet. 


I told her, that Mars would not marry, 
And fwore by my fears 
Got in combats and wars, 
ens... Saga 


he grad the . 
Ley — for worſe, 
And fav the dull Parten the ben 


; 


| 


Song XCIV. How ebe, . 


| Sous * 115 


0 rape pop 


- too ſoon their indulgence 2 
the ny is comply 

EET wa pg. 
And the warmth of 


Song XC. un me, — 0 ne 


Like heaven's. 222 
My j AS 1 


Oh were I but once ſo bleſſed, 
To claſp the fair i | 


v1 = = 
Songs and Ballads. 227 


OVE and Folly were at play. 
Both too wanton to be wiſe ; 
fell out, and in their fray, 


Folly put out Cupid's eyes. : 
F "— V's 
Strait the criminal was try'd, 

And had this puniſhment affign'd, 
Folly ſhould to ? 


And condemmn' ag 4 p 4 blind. 


E. 
There 
An 
Four 
An 
rar: 
| Four 
An 
And t 
Four: 
An 
And v 
Four: 
An 


Songs and Ballads. 179 
Song C. Four and twenty filers, 


TOUR and twenty fidlers all in a row, ; g 
And there was fiddle, fiddle, and twice fiddle Säcke, 


| Four and twenty drummers all in a row, 
And there was tantara rar, tan tantara rara, rars, 
un, 7a; and there was rub, &c. 


— 
_ 


Four and ewenty fencing-maſters all in a row, 
And this, and that, and down to the legs clap, Sir, 
| And cut em off, and fa, la, &c, 


226 A Complete Callefion of 
n 
e. S de Lrille an hen 222 | 
- van 
rc 


— 


Song Cl. Lord what's come to my . mother. 


ORD! what's come to my 


Song CII. The Weſtern Laſs. 


He. HAT beauty do I ſee, 
That heart and foul command? 
Sweet madam, honour me, 
With leave to kiſs your hand. 


She. Oh good! a man, I fwear ! 


— 4 
Methinks Pam pleas'd to hear 
He does not call me miſs. 


not what you mean; 
You may talk of a wound 
By my eyes you have found ; 
0.5 IE 
y they can give ; 
Pe T beads: bo wone hes, 
And it is as it was, 
And your body is ſound and whole. 


He. Loves wounds are all within, 
Whoſe pangs the breaſt controul, 


Like lightning paſs the skin, 
And blaſt the very foul 


r 


122 A Complete Collection of 
She. Why ſure this love, this dreadful word, 
Is then ſome ſharp and pointed ſword : 
Or is't a ſnake, or ist a bird, 
That will pick out my eyes? 


He. Go with me, you'll perceive 
In love a treaſure hes. 

She. I'll ask my mother leave, 
And follow in a trice. 


He. No, no, not a word, 
I can better afford 
You the love, if you'll go 
Where your mother don't know ; 
Far if ſhe ſhould be croſt, 
All the treaſure is loſt, 
And I conjure for love in vain ; 
The circle you embrace, 
Is where it muſt be done. 
She. Oh lard! the devil you'll raiſe, 
But catch me if you can. 


Song CIIL. 
2 night her blackeſt fable wore, 


And glitt ring ſtars there were no more, 
As {thy 

When at her father's gate I knock'd, 
Where I had often been, 

And ſhrowded only with her ſmock, 
The fair one let me in. 


Faſt lock'd within her cloſe embrace, 
She trembling lay aſham'd; + - _ 


Her ſwelling breaſt, and glowing face, © 


And every touch inflam'd: 


Look'd then juſt like a fool: 

Her lovely eyes with tears run o'er, 
Repenting her raſh fin ; 

She figh'd, and curs'd the fatal hour, 
That &er ſhe let me in. 


But who cou'd cruelly deceive, 
Or from ſuch beauty part? 

I lov'd her fo, I cou'd not leave 
The charmer of my heart : 

But wedded, and conceal'd the crime, 
Thus all was well again ; 

And now ſhe thanks the bleſſed hour. 
That &'er ſhe let me in. 


& © 


123 


Song 


„% 4 Complete Collettion of 
Song CIV. Cold end raw, &c. 


In butter d ale the prieſt half drown'd, 
Demands the 1 's name too : 

Some call'd it Phill, ſome Florida, 
But Kate was allow'd the beſt hint; 

For ſhe would have it Cunicula, 
*Cauſe there was a pretty jeſt in't. 


Thus Cunny of Wincheſter was known, 
And famous in Kent and Dover ; 

And highly rated in London town, 
And courted the kingdom over : 

The charms of Cunny by ſea and land, 

Subdue each human creature; 

And will our ſtubborn hearts command, 

Whilſt there is a man in nature. 


126 A Complete Colleftion of 


Fc. CV. Gillian of Croydon, 


_— many a — kx 
CR then Croydon laſſes 
Were met to ſettle the foreign news : 
The ſame that the health began, 
In maſter Willys late reign, 


; fill a new glaſs, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Here's to our new miſtreſs Nan. 


What ails this mad Bavary 
Cries Nell, old Nick's in that beaten duke, 
For playing a ſtrange va 
For which he lately had and rebuke; 
And they'll ferret him in the ban, 
Let the biſhop relieve if he can: 
A brace of falſe loons, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, blunt Gillian, jo jolly Gillian of 
Croydon ; let em be damn'd, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Fill round to our miſtreſs Nan. 


my" Ab Ln, 8 
Cry'd, what a plague ails our King of $ a 
That, getting — he's ſo lazy 5 wm 
And what's become of brave prince Eugene, 

Who the marſhal (you know) did trapan, 

And ſnapt like a frog by a ſwan ? 
"Twill ne'er be forgot, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, pert Gillian, merry Gillian of 
Croydon; take off your — cry d Gillian of Croydon, 
28 — to miſtreſs 


Dutch 


n of 


ian of 
lon, 


Dutch 


Songs and Ballads. 127 


Dutch hums our health may wiſh too, 
We fav'd their herrings with pain and toil ; 
For had we not cook'd their {o, 
Their butter all had been turn'd to oil; 
I'll pawn all. che things in my room, 
To welcome the general home, 
And I my beſt {moc'.s, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, blunt Gillian, frolick Gillian 
Of Croydon ; but the mean time, cry'd Gillian of Croydan, 
Put round to our miſtreſs Nan. 


Proud Lewis, for all his incomes, 
Says Nell, now finds that his hands are full, 
The old queen too has got the crincums, 
And her advices now prove her dull; 
Then kev for the ſquabble in Spain, 
When both the boys meet on the plain: 
Fight dog, and fight bear, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, ſtout Gillian, ſhrew'd Gillian 
Of Croydon; brim it then round, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Long lite to our miſtreſs Nan. 


Thus ſettling of foreign matters, 
They top'd till civil wars broke at home ; 
Joan liſping, her liquor ſcatters, 
And Nelly hiccuping calls her mome, 
Then told her of Robin and John, 
Till ſtrait the quoif-tearing began; 
Yare two drunken jades, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, fly Gillian, bowzy Gillian of 
Croydon ; but to make friends, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Once more to our miſtreſs Nan. 


Sg and Ballads; i, wig. 
Song Cyil. the Solitary Lover, , 


| 31 O W an, ye winds, deſorad 


os 


'A Complete Colleffion-of 


Y fate has undone me in choice of my fair ; 

I know not which rules me, my love or deſpaix ; 

crowd into my mind, | 

mn a. 


2 - * 
8 i 
o 
1 
. 


22 my 


le my TEES, 


Tho thus with my „ nn 
Yet bleſs her, ye powers, and teach her to love; 1 
No fair one ſhall e er move my heart to deſire, 

But Ill like the Phcenix with one flame expire. L 


9 * 


— 


94 


= 
. 


288 if I ſhun charms, 4 
BE we — wadaad | *. 1 
Bei Le payer fk frm yoo. 

II. 


If objets can the eye invite, 
And in the foul iden 
i can behold the with light, 

And not confeſs himſelf thy 
Love's ſubtle darts thro the eyes flea, 

On ſome we can with freedom gaze ; 
Tell tales what lovers feel, 

Yet not one ſoſt defire raiſe : 

IV. 

dt 

And by that pow'r rev'rence draw 3 
. A beaut'ous form with virtue join'd, 

Then who dare look without an awe ? 


V. 


The wretch that durſt to try 
The ſtrength of FR, wal fad 
He cannot gaze at majeſty, 
Without the fear of being blind. 
VI. 


— of my — — 
Let, by _ ch, you 
jon pen Ha 2 


A paſlien you 
Song | 2 R 2 


Away i 
| inceny flew 
d then Cupid 
o G | 
yd: 


. Made Extempere, occaſioned by 4 
3 Fly arinting out of a Glaſs of Ale. 


9 '» 
q) 


N a bank beſide a willow, 
Heaven her cov'ring, earth her pillow, | 
- d alone; * 


t f bl | 
Who ſo liv'd and lov'd as we? 


/ 


Song CxIII. Y Love's a fert Paſſion. 


F wine be a cordial, why does it torment ? 

It a poiſon, oh! tell me, whence comes my content ? 
| vince I drink it with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain ? 
Or repentev'ry morn, when I know'tis in vain ? 

Yet ſo charming the is the quart, 
That at once it both and enlivens my heart. 


TT can 27 1 
jolly complexion I make m 
Lad! how I'm bleſt ! 


when foro i — 
When in queackng the I create a new 


pleaſures that ftill want a name. 


8 after noon one ſummer's day, 
Venus ftood bathing in a river, 


is, ſo 


1 ſhooting went that way, 
ew ſtrung his bow, new fil d his quiver. 
With kill ſhe choſe his | 


I faint, I die, the goddeſs cried, 
O cruei ] couldſt thou find none other 
To wreck thy ſpleen on? Parricide ! 
— thou haſt ſlain Fug mother. 


| A LAS! when charming Sylvis's gone, 


yielf undone ; 


—_ 
| ' | man” 


Drinking's a Chriſtian diverſion, 
— * the Turk, * 


Oh! 


Oh! 


f Charming, chaf ming, Kc. 


Oh ! how ſweet it is to ſpy, 


At the concluſion, , 
Her 143 Lad 
Bluſhing cheeks, and down-caſt eye 


Oh! hav . "es charming ſweet, &c. 


Oh! the charming cards and cream, 
When all is over, 


She gives her lover, 


Who on the skimming-difh carves her name! 
Oh! the curds and cream, 


Song CXXI. Mad Tom... 


N my triumphant chariot hurl'd, 
1 I range around the world : . 
1is I mad Tom drive all before me, 
While to my royal throne I come. 
Bow down, my flaves, and adore me, 

Your ſovereign lord, mad Tom. 


What tho? the ſceptre that I bear 
Is all but dream and air, 
Pve the pleaſure of crowns 
Without the care. 


And though I give law 
From beds of ſtraw, 
And dreſt in a tatter'd robe, 
The madman can be 
More a monarch than he 
That commands the vaſſal globe. 


Song CXXIV. De'il take the Wars. 


EHOLD, I fly on wings of foft defire, 
B * waft me on 3 
8 


as when a bridegroom, all on fire, 
from the company to be gone : 
bluſhing, flies the pleaſure, 
He ruſhing, graſps his treaſure, 
Till with mutual tenderneſs each other they warm. 


Since Phcebe's my gui 
Would envy my ſtate, 
For ſhe, ſhe alone has the power to charm. 


yil A Conifi Clit of 


Song. CXXV. 2 to' Collins complaint, 


ne the Perk bor Dip 
He's wrezched, to thew he has wit. 


No charmer li . 
And this is new art: 
Ah! Collin's a j in love, 
And likes to p cn hea, 


When he will, he can ſigh and look pale, 
Seem dotefhf. Ah alter his face, 
Can tremble, and bath out his tale ; 
Ah! Colli Nis every | 
" my” rover prefe: 


His head my fond boſom. would bear, 

And my heart would ſoon bear him to reſt; 
Bet the fwain that is lighted deſpair, 

But Collin is only in jeſt. 
No death the deceiver deſigns, 

Let the maid that is ruin'd deſpair ; 
For Collin but dies in his lines, 

And gives himſelf that modiſh air. 


Can ſhepherds, bred far from the court, 
So witily talk of their flame ? 

But Collin —— paſſion his ſport; 

| Beware of fo fatal a game, 

My voice of no muſick can boaſt, 
Nor my perſon of aught that is fine 

But Collin may find to his coſt, | 
A face that is fairer than mine. | V 


746 
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A Complete Colleftien of 
Song _: 


PHO cruel you ſeem pain, C 
N am true 
et, Phillis, you love a falſe „ J 


| Who has er mphs view. 
ment's Os Tee i. 

o me what a heaven 'rwould be 
To him bd woinan you ſeem, * 
But ah !you'te a angel to me l 


Thoſe which, he touches in haſte, 

hh hd ever could grow, 
around that dear waiſt. 

12 , as beſide him yen go. 

n y fo white, 

Which over his ſhoulders you la 7 
My boſom could warm it all 

day. 


y lps hey end pres i 


Were graces my De 0 be 
I'd leave them, and n 
nr A 

ut your 

If tears cannot cruelty drown, | 
Oh! let me not live in this pain, 

But give me my death in a frown. 


Arterreg ers 


Regard the true 28 this couple enjoy, 
For pleaſures with Jocky and Jenny ne er cloy. 
While you quit your Sylvia for Chloe's bright eyes, 
Aminta purſue, you fair Chloe deſpiſe ; 
When one nymph's undone, you another undo, 
And rambling, the — —u—mñ— you : 
Till nature weary, , it, poor, 

bat ite has — her ſore. 
and 2 enj | 


On Monday they began to hunt, 
When day-light did appear : 


5 8 
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And before high-noon had, 
A bbs ns? 
Then having din'd, the drover went 

To rouſe them up again: 


The bow-men muſter'd on the hills, 
Well able to endure ; 

Their backſides all with ſpecial care 
That day was guarded ſure: 


The hounds ran ſwiftly thro the woods, 
The nimble deer to take ; ha 
And with their cries the hills and dales 


Lord Piercy to the quarry went, 
To view the tender deer, 

Quoth he, earl Douglas promiſed 
This day to meet me here : 


If that I thought he would not come, 
No longer would I ſtay ; | 


With that a brave young gentleman 
Thus to the earl did ſay: | 


Lo, yonder doth earl Douglas come, 
His men in armour bright ; 

Full twenty hundred Scottiſh ſpears, 
All marching in our fight ; 


All men of pleaſant Tividale, 
Faſt by & river Tweed. 

Then ceaſe your ſport, earl Piercy ſaid, 
And take your bows with ſpeed, 


And now with me, my countrymen, 
Your courage forth advance ; 
For never was there champion yet, 

In Scotland or in France, 


That 


| a | 
| That erer did on horſe-back come, 
But fince my hap it were, 
I durſt encounter man for 
Wick him to break a ſpear. 


Earl Douglas on a milk-white 
Moſt like a baron bold, * 


ike 
Node foremoſt of the 6 
Whoſe armour ſhone like gold: 


Shew me (ſaid he) whoſe men you be, 
Who hunt fo boldly hefe; 

That without my do chaſe 
And kill my fallow deer. 


The man that ſirſt did anſwer make, 
Was noble Piercy, he ; | 
Who ſaid we lift not to declare, 


Nor ſhew whoſe men we be ; 


Yet we will our deareſt blood, 
Thy chiefeſt harts to flay ; 
Then ſwore a ſolemn oath, 

And thus in rage did fay : 


E're thus I will out- braved be, 
One of us two ſhall die ; 

I know thee well, an earl thou art, 
Lord Piercy, fo am I. 


But truſt me, Piercy, pity it were, 
. And great offence, to kill 

Any of theſe our harmleſs men, 
For they have done no ill: 


Let thou and I the battle try, 

And ſet our men aſide. 

Accurtt be he, Lord Piercy faid, 
By whom it is deny'd. 


Songs and Rolled). 
Then ſtep'd a gallant (quire forth, 
Wither was his name; ; 
Who ſaid, I would not have it told 
To Henry our King, for ſhame, 
That e captain fought on foot, 
"And f > lqnire alone, 


Tll do the beſt that do I may, 
While [ have power ia fand; 
While I have power to wield my fword, 
Fil fight with heart and hand. 


Our Engliſh archers bent their bows, 
Their hearts were good and true; 

At the firſt flight of arrows ſent, 
Full threeſcore Scots they flew : 


To drive the deer with hound and horn, 
, e bent: 
captain mov'd with mickle pride, 
The ſpears to ſhivers ſent: 
clos d full faſt on every fide, 
FR, ſlackneſs there was found ; 
many a gallant gentleman 
Lay gaſping on the 


(O Chriſt ! it was a grief to ſee, 
And likewiſe for to hear, 

The cries of men lying in their gore, 
And. ſcatter'd here and there.) 


At laſt theſe two ſtout earls did meet, 
Like captains of great might; 

Like lions mov'd, they laid on load, 
And made a cruel. fight: 
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Fight on my merry men all; 
For why ? my life is at an end, 
Lord Piercy fees my fall. 


And faid, earl Douglas, for thy life 
Would I had loft my land. 


O Choiſt! my very heart doth bleed | 
With ſorrow for thy fake ; 

For, ſure; yr n=" 

Miſchance did never take. 


A knight amongſt the Scots there 
Which ſaw earl - "aw 
Who ſtraight in wrath did vow revenge 


For when they. rung the i 
The battle ſcarce was done. 

1 Vor. I. A 
ight 


A Complete Collection of 
With the earl Piercy, there was ſlain 
33 ohn of . 
Sir james that bald baron: 


And with Sir George and good Sir James, 


OS of 
. Ralph Raby there was ai, 
3229 


For With'ri eee 1 wal 


As one in 
For when . 


He fought upon his ſtumps. 


And with earl Douglaſs, there was ſlain 
Sir Hugh Montgomery ; 

Sir Charles Currel, that from the field 
One foot would never fly. 


Sir Charles Murrel of Ratcliff too, 
His ſiſter's fon was be; 

Sir David Lamb fo well eſteem' d, 
Yet ſaved could not be. 


And the lord Markwell in like wiſe, 
Did with earl Douglaſs die ; 

Of twenty hundred Scottiſh ſpears, 
Scarce fifty-five did fly. 


Of fifteen hundred ] 
— of > oo nal 


ao yomany = 5 oy) man WY 
Under the green-wood tree. 


Next day did many widows come 
Their hus bands to bewail ; 

They waſk'd their wounds in briniſh tears, 
But all would not prevail. 


O heavy news ! King James did fay, 

| Seodand can as is be ; 
ve not any captain more 
Of ſuch account as he. 

Like tidings to King Henry came, 
Within as ſhort a ſpace, 

That Piercy of Northumberland 

Was ſlain in Chevy-Chaſe. 
Now God be with him, faid our King, 
Sith *twill no better be; 

I truſt I have within my realm 
Five hundred as good as he. 


Yet ſhall not Scot or Scotland fay, 
But I will ven take ; 
And be on them all, 
For brave lord Piercy's fake. | | 


This vow full well the Ki 'd, 
ae ee ng poo 
In one day fifty knights were ſlain, | 

With lords of great renown. | 
And of the reſt of ſmall account | -- 
Did many hundreds die : 1 
Thus ends the hunt of Chevy-Chaſe, | 
| 


— | 
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Song CXXIX. Who comes there. 


HO comes there? ſtand, 
And come before the conftable ; 


And whither 
ye go? 
You may 2228 for aught I know. 


You as Sir, take me 


Ng 
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8 I went forth to view the 


So curiouſly to frame her, 
Whoſe beauties rare, make me with care, 


Te copia! Zonnms that Tally gen. 

partners o m MOurnng z; 

Ye fragrant fields, — with, 
Condemn her for her ſcorning. 

Let every tree a witneſs be, 

How juſtly I may blame her ; 

Ye chanting birds, note theſe my words, 
Ah! omnia vincit amor. 
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Had ſhe been kind, as ſhe was fair, 
She long had been admired : 
And been ador'd for virtues rare, 
WH' of life now makes me tired. 
Thus faid, his breath to fail, 
He could not fpeak, but flammer ; 
He figh'd full fore, and faid no more, 
When I obſerv'd him near to death, 
. I ran in haſte to ave him 
But quickly he reſign'd his breath, 
So deep the wound love gave him. 
Now for her ſake, this vow I'll make, 
My tongue mall ay defame her; 
While on his herſe Fil write this verſe, 


| He 
Straight I confider'd in my mind, 1 Or 
W tly ; She 
And found, tho Cupi be blind, I. An 
He proves in pich moſt mighty. 
For warlike Mars, nor thund ring Jove, BB =. 
And Vulcan with his hammer, Th 
Did ever prove the ſlaves of love, To 
For omnia vincit amor. He 
Hence we may ſee the eſſects of love, She 
Which gods and men keep under ; Fa 
That nothing can his bounds remove, He 
Or torments break aſunder : 


Nor wiſe, nor fool, need go to ſchool, 
To learn this from his 2 

His heart's the book, vie he's to look, 
For omnia vincit amor. 


Song 
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Song cxxxl. There liv'd long ago. 


„ Here liv'd i 
— country place, 


A clever youn that loy'd a young laſs; 
She lov'd him again, and (Q! wonder to hear!) 
No offers could move her, ſhe lov'd him fo dear. 


The lord of the village took it in his head, 

To tempt her to leave him, and come to his bed : 
He offer'd her jewels, and baubles, and rings, 
But ſhe ſlighted his love, and refus'd his gay things. 


He told her, he'd make her as fine as a Queen, 

Her gown ſhou'd be filk. and her cap colberteen. 
But ſhe ſaid, linſey-woolſey and bone- ace would ſerve, 
And rather than pleaſe him, ſhe'd venture to ftarve. 


He told her, he'd give her a pad to ride out, 
Or a coach, if ſhe lik'd it, to viſit about. 
She thank'd him, but faid the could very well walk, 


And ſhould ſhe have a coach, how the neighbours would talk! 


He faid, for the neighbours, he'd make it his care, 


That none, e en the parſon on ſundays, ſhould dare 


To find fault with her conduct, or offer to blame 
Her manner of living, or blaſt her good name. 


She told him, in ſhort, he muſt een be content, 
For jewels or gold ſhould ne'er bribe her conſent : 
Her heart was another's, and ſo ſhould remain, 
And ſhe ſcorn d to be falſe for the lucre of gain. 
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Song CXXXII. If any ſo wiſe il. 
88 

drink his {mall beer, and be ſober; 
Whil& we drink wine and ſing. 

As if it were ſpring, 

He ſhall droop like the trees in October. 


But be ſure, over night 
If this dog do you bite, a 

You take it henceforth for a warning ; 
Soon as out of your bed, 


Let 


Song 


{Hd T 
11 1 Hy 
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" 


Pl lay 
And 


Se P gang wleng with me, 
My Odin for to , 

If ſhe continues one hour with me, 

IS ER. ae 
A merchant wet ans s 


\ 
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The ſidler was content, 
ip joy's 


el 
Far Peggy he thought was coy. 
His for to view ; 

And after her the merchant-man 
Did follow, we found it true. 


What ay ware OI, 

ke vr —_— fear 
bas near in piteou C 
And d to Peggy! be fad 


x68 A Ga 1 


Song CXXXVII. The contented our 


ad to the e bing mary of i furs = 


e let fall his crook, and he Mid himſblf down,” 
| He envy'd no monarch, nor he wiſh'd for no crown. 


He drank of the cold brook, eat the fruit of the t 
Enjoying himſelf, from n ave was he figs 1 = 

He valued no nymph, was the ever {b 
No pride, no ambition, nor likewiſe no care. 


ee oy >0 
Ir voice he for ts hiſs 5 

a ſtone; not # could he trove, 
He knew not what aiP@ him, but he fear'd it was love. 


ide fender no Fare LeM 
She — waning 66d fig 
How now, Mr. Shepherd, how came you this way ? 
The ſhepherd reply'd and to her he ſaid, 


] nc'er was ſurpriz d at the fight of a maid ; 
ODOR © HS ok e 
O 


am captive, my « to thee. 


O | your free fate, 
For love will Oh ec — gent, 
And diſtract your , that, yay ner will have reſt: 
Then incline not to foe, key e yay you are bief. 


ph of the wood, awd thou charmer of man, 
Thy boany's Þ geen, I..can't it withſtand, 
Then pity my caſe, and yield me ſome joy, 


O pity, O pity a wounded young boy. 


Fair 


If you t me not love, all 8 
Tho' I once did it flight, yet twill bring me to the give. 


With that poor Adonis let fall ſome few tears, 
His face looked pale, which diſcover'd his cares; 
The nymph looked red, and bluſhing did cry, 
.O no, ſweet Adonis, for me thou ſhan't die. 


Then take now your ſhepherdeſe, I'll be nd more coy ; 
= love tae On opts merge fo chats f high - | 
n the that's ſo pleaſant, under trees 's igh, 

In r | 


This anſwer reviv'd poor Adonis's heart, 

His troubles were fled, and he felt no more ſmart. 
The nymph the receiv'd him with looks that were kind, 
And from her fair ſhepherd ſhe comfort did find. 


Then ſoftly he took her, and did lay her down, 
The sky was their teſter, their bed was the grognd ; 
He folded her often m nis lovely arms, 

Her face and her features diſcover'd rare charms ; 


Vo. I. Y As 


/ 
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as Venus was when ſhe was took: 
Along with brave Mars, when the gods at them look: 


Yes, this nymph and young ſhepherd moſt beautiful fair, 
n 


Ling np fring coup led x harm Irre 


ſweet life ; 
r ſee, 
rr 


Amidſt the ſweet grove thus they live, 
Nothing they want but what heay'n doth them 
It is there, it 1s there, oh! it's there that they. 
r 


All the day near to fountains and rivers they rove, 


At ni return to their peaceable grove ; 
And us in the day, as well as the night, 


They live in great pleaſure, in joy and delight. 


One fings with her voice, t'other plays with his flute, 
While one is employ d, the other ſtands mute; 
—— look at each other ſo charming, ſo ſweet, 


Sometimes interpoling their lips they do meet. | 


Thus charming, thus lovely lead a ſweet life, 
So free from all care, and fo from all ftrife ; 
If therefore all of you contentment would find, 


Like this happy couple be loving and kind. 
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H E lady of quall, 
ing the mall, 


= - favours afford, 


By the valet betray'd 3 
(For ſhe's never out of the faſhion :) 
I 
And as innocent ſhe, 
Till a ſwelling o rewhelms reputation. 
| 17 2 


| J , , 
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A Complete Colleftion of 
His entrance at this fatal hour 3 
The innocent allow d; | 
Ungrazeal Edward flew fn, 
hen kiſs'd her lips, and bow'd. 


With am'rous he firſt began; 
Her bolom =al 

Vow'd, that he lov'd 
And begg'd he might be ies d 

But ſhe, honour's ſtricteſt rule 

— her gentle mind 

Is this your love to me, the ſaid, 

Ungrateful, and unkind ? 


In dreadful of hated Inft, 
Her ood to ſpill, 

He dow Bos fag, and fwore ſhe dy'd 
If the refus'd his will. 


With trembling fear ſhe ſigh'd, and thought 
n 

Help! help! O help, for heaven's ſake ! 

She cry d, but cry'd in vain. 


Whole floods of tears, like filver dew 
From off the lilly's head, 
NERO IE gen c0et 


The thoughts of loſing all her charms, 
That muſt turn to clay ; 

To think of dying when ſo young, 
Induc'd her to obey. 


Her bleeding heart did oft miſgive, 
She pray d, ſhe wept, and ligh'd : 

But when her jewel loſt, 
Much better had the dy d. 


- 
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ere. 
Thoſe very charms. he ſwore 

To nouriſh w with his utmoſt care, 
He now regards no more. 


Her bed ſhe waters with her tears, 
And beats her panting breaſt ; 


Her hand ſupports her 3 
But ſhe can find no reſt. 


At the morning roſe, 
She 8 — 

And curs d the night, that fatal night, 
In which ſhe did obey. 


The guilt, which guilt was not her own, 
So black. was in her eye, 

That. though at death ſhe ſtarted firſt, 
She now reſolv d to die. 


A pois'nous drug, oh mournful tale 
ithin a filver bowl 
She mix d then ſippꝰd the deadly juice, 
And breath'd away her foul. 


The ſcarlet of her lips grows pale, 
Her eyes no luſtre boat ; 


Soft muſick dies upon her tongue, 
And all her charms are loit. 


Now, Edward think what thou haſt done, 
Repent e' re tis too late ; ' 
Or at the dreadful day of doom, 
Expect thy wretched fate. 
4 


dn 
5 
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Song, CXLII. Do do not ask me, charming Phillis, 


O not ask me, charming Phillis, 
Why I lead you here alone, 
this bank of pinks and lillies, 
And of roſes newly blown. 
'Tis not to behold the beauty 

Of thoſe flow rs that crown the ſpring ; 
Tis to but I know my duty, 

And dare not name the thing. 


"Tis, at worſt, but her denying, 
Why ſhoald I thus fearful be? 
Ev'ry moment, gently yung, 
Smiles, and fays, make ute of me. 
What the ſun does to thoſe roſes, 
While the beams 2 gently in, 
I would ---- but my oppoles, 
And I dare not name the thing, 


Yet I die if I conceal it; 

Ask my eyes, or ask your own ; 

And if neither can It, 
Think what lovers think alone. 

On this bank of pinks and lillies, 
Might I what I would do; 

I wel with my lovely Phillis, 

I would, I would — ah ! would you ? 


$320 
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Song CXI III. The happy ,, 


NCE I met a damſel fair, 
Walking in a ſhady grove ; 


W hat was done while we were 


» Ask me not, nf 2 « ghoogy 


While I ogled her bri b 
Killing ſhe'd _ a 

Which at once fierce love did raiſe 
In my heart, and made me burn. 


Round her neck I threw tny arms, 
All in raptures we did meet, 
While I revelld in her charms, 
Where I rifled ev'ry ſweet. 
O! the joys my heart did feel, 
When ſhe preſt me to her breaſt ! 
Ev'ry motion ſeem'd to kill, 
And foon lull'd me down wo ret 


Song CXLIV. To a young Lady, on reading 
Sherlock upon _—” 


Iſtaken fair, lay Sherlock by, 
His doctrine is deceiving 3 
or whilſt he teaches us to die, 
He cheats us of our * 
II. 


To die's a leſſon we ſhall know 
Too ſoon, without a maſter; 

Then let us only ſtudy now, 
How we ſhall live the faſter. 


Vor. I. | Z T0 


158 en GE, om of 


A 
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+ To live. to love, to bleſs be blef 
With mutual inclination 3 
Share then the ander in my bref, 


And kindly meet my paſfion. 
IV. _ 


pity * 3. 
To me, at leaſt, Sherlock | 
Tu I muſt learn to die. gi, Pts "of 


Song CXLYV. The Replication. 
VI. ſubtle man, 00 longer boat 
How hearts you've won ; 
Mankind :were 


—— (ot 60 hands, 
Nor maids to be undone, 


Virtue and truth are ornaments, 
Which. grace a female mind; 

When thoſe are loſt, what can retrieve 
The fame of womankind ? - 


With vanity you tax the ſex, 
Their weakneſs you reveal ; | 
n oder res bend 
Thoſe joys they ſhould conceal. 


Strive then no more with artful wiles 
Our virtue to Fapan ; 

If we miſtake bright honour's path, | 
"Tis owing all to man. | 


. 
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Song CXLVI. te ce Loh. 


* 


Too quick to pierce, but yet too Now 
Tis gee EW Cen: 


* 

And empires w but prove 
ice too ſmall, ? demand 

er heart when warm'c with love. 


Her merit, ki 
A 


4 Grp cee 


No an eee, 
Whole ſuch joys convey 
As = 7 


I ner obſerye So — x 
To her I homa 

For when ſhe's NID then ts night, 

And when ſhe ſhines, "tis der. 


My ſoul was chaps, till I heard 
Her ſeraphical tongue; 
Then muſick's charms ſoftly appear'd, + 


And love was all my ſong. 


By her I do com thaſs joys, 
And the bi er, — 
right theme my 
Too 4 to be effac d. 
When &er the ſmiles, my fe 1 do 
Before a god's 


And I cou'd bi ds the, 
To find one more in 1 


For ever on her I cou'd 
Such beauties round her Mine; 

On her ſoft boſom end my Ys, 
And ne'er at death repine. 


So mild ſhe ſeems, ſure ſhe can't hate 
A heart with truth ; 
Or triumph o'er the ha fate 


Of a defpairing y 


Some gentle breeze, O! to her bear 
My fighs, her heart to move 
fo ws ſtrain tell my deſpair, 
And let her know I love. 


Song CXLVIN. Advice to Clarinds. 


O more, Clarinda, waſte your time 
In decking of that face ; 
Since age and wrinkles will combine 

To rob each finiſh'd grace. 


Like ſpring your beauties gay appear, 
I feel their influence; 

But think, when autumn's drawing near, 
How they will chill the ſenſe. 


View nature's works around her frame, 
And then you'll juffly fay, 
Beauty can but a ſeaſon claim, 
Then feel a ſure decay. 


Think then on time, it flies apace, 
Accept my heart whilſt warm: 

Leſt De A NINE Gat frcn | 
Wi a pow'r to charm. 
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Song CXLIX. O'er the Moor ts Maggie, 


N D I'll o'er the moor to Maggie, 
Her wit and ſweetneſs call me ; 
Then to my fair I'll how my mind, 


PH plot my nation's glory; 
Find favour in my prince's fight, 
And ſhine in future Rory. 


Beauty can wonders work with eaſe, 
Where wit is correſponding ; . 

And braveſt men know beſt to pleaſe, 
With complaiſance abounding. 

My bonny Ma love can turn 
Me to what ſhape ſhe pleaſes ; 

If in her breaſt that flame ſhall burn, 
Which in my boſom blazes. 
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Song CL. The Folly Topers. 
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The muſick that delights us moſt, 
Is when the bar-bell rings ; 
For when the wine's got in our heads, - 
We fancy that we're kings. - 
And a toping, &c. 
Good liquor drives away all cares, 
Which ſo perplex mens lives ; 
For when we've drank our courage up, 
We fear no ſcolding wives. 
And a-toping, &c.. 


We'll drink at morn, at noon, and night, 
The glaſs ftill goi 12 
And when we cannot fit upright, 
We'll drink upon the ground, 
And a toping, &c. 


carouſe, 


If we live a theuſand years. 


We'll drink, and all our time 


Song CLII. The unkilful Lover. 
AT means this filly whining clown thus to 


2 
* tears, and ſobs my love 


6— 
rr 


He. Ah! pity take for ſake, my lovely fair, 
Nhe ena en oy our diſdain, ; to black deſpair” 
Ak! pity take, and Jet not free thas crop my blocming 


outh, 
For witou you lei, and that's the truth. 


She. Another the favour win that you can't gain, 
— in love's diff rent arts, poor empty ſwain ! 
We oft refuſe what we would give, out of meer ſhame, 
And think that when it's took by force, we're leſs to 


NaN r 
make her rec me; 
REES ſhe wich —— 2— 


Her chains are Pays ther they're entertaining, 
Her frowns are ſo mild, 2 


If nymphs enjoy beauty, her's is extolling ; 
Or et n Galt! © 
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An day with faint bluſhes the fair one receives me, 
bt eee 
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